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Wolfings gathered in wheat harvest and set themselves to make good all that the Romans had undone; and they cleansed and mended their great Roof and made it fairer than before. . . . The Wolfings throve in field and fold and they begat children who grew up to be mighty men and deft of hand, and the House grew more glorious year by year."
It was literature of this kind that Morris poured forth so rapidly during the last eight years of his life. In quick succession came "The Roots of the Mountains," 1890; and "The Story of the Glittering Plain," of the same year; then a gap while he was plunged in the excitements of printing (of which anon); then " The Wood beyond the World," 1894 ; " Child Christopher," 1895; "The WeU at the World's End," 1896; "The Water of the Wondrous Isles," and " The Story of the Sundering Flood " of the same year.
Such were the prose tales of pagan wildness with which Morris relieved his mind when he was driven by sad necessity to see that the people were not ready to rise and demand Socialist reforms which would make modern life more beautiful arid bearable. If the people would not ask for Reform, Morris had to go where his imagination could get peace. But it must not be for one moment imagined that William Morris went back on his Socialist faith : he was keener and sounder than ever. He was only obliged to wait until the world was ready to understand his lesson. Thus we find him writing in the autumn of 1888, " I am prepared to see all organised Socialism run into the sand for a while * . .
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